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Legends of 


Barsaive 


Jarma’s Road: Introductory Adventure For the New Earthdawn Fantasy RPG By Colin Taber 


Since he had been a boy all Jarma could 
remember was the plains and open sky. He 
also knew -all too well- the stinks and 
sounds of the new towns. He had once 
stood outside a Kaer, but it was too dark 
for him to muster the courage to go 
inside. His people had been in the open 
now for 86 years, and the time of the 
Scourge, when entire populations had hid 
beneath the earth in massive, magically 
warded fortifications, Kaers seemed only 
the stuff of legends to his young mind. 

That was until a Horror had attacked his, 
town. Then he believed everything he had 
heard about the devestating past. 

Of the many things he had been told but 
never witnessed most were terrible, from 
the tale of the corruption of elves of 
Blood Wood to stories of treacherous men 
who made pacts with Horrors, sacrificing 
thousands of their fellows for their own 
ends. With fear Jarma knew that there 
were not many tales of good things, and 
his hope languished, until one clear day 
he saw the fantastic sky ships of. the sky 
raiders. 

Then, at his young but adventurous age 
he decided he didn’t want to work in his 
fathers smithy. Oh, no, not at all. 

He wanted to fly. 


Jarma Was a Young, But Talented Man... 


This article is an introductory piece for FASA’s new 
Earthdawn game, it is in short a suggestion for a party’s first 
adventure. It is presented here in a simple and brief form and 
offers as its main strength ideas. From this point much more 
can be discovered, uncovered and experienced as you and your 
players create your own legend while exploring Barsaive. 


This brief plot starts from the tale of Jarma, a young man 
whose discipline is the Swordmaster (see Earthdawn page 80). 
He has tumed his back on his home town, seeking instead the 
excitement and riches of adventuring. To this end he has 
overcome his childhood fears and played his part in a harsh 
farewell from Tarson, his home town on the shores of Lake 
Vors. Setting out to travel to nearby Kratas with several other 
young townsfolk, he hopes to meet with his cousin Caro. 
Once with Caro, an Illusionist, he plans on establishing 


himself by hiring out his talents. And all the while to travel 
and explore the undiscovered reaches and wonders of Barsaive. 
Unfortunately, shortly after he sets off from home events 
unfold that make it certain he shall not quickly get to Kratas or 
Caro. 


A Long, Quiet and Boring Road... 


Kratas is eight days travel from Jarma’s home town. The 
first two days of travel are quiet, the group passing only two 
other groups on the road. A couple of days on a long dull road 
gives some of Jarma’s young companions time to think. 
Grumbling comes, this is hardly the adventurous life they had 
left a warm bed and welcoming home behind for. 


The Cold Brook... 


With only an hour until dusk, the group knowing that 
there are no villages in the area set about founding a camp. As 
they need to refill their waterbags they follow the slope of the 
land, hoping to find a stream or pool at the bottom of the 
valley they are currently passing through. As dusk finally falls 
the group finds themselves before a pristine brook. Its water 
seems clean, cold and very pure. Also nearby are a series of 
rocks, some of which are carved and worked. In the dying light 
the party can only guess that they are near a pre-Scourge ruin. 


A Desperate Cry For Help... 


As the group finishes eating and a watch is set the peacful 
silence of the valley night is broken. A cry can be heard. 
Running to the source of the cries, amidst the nearby stone 
Tuins jarma and his companions come across a terrible sight. 

A Griffin is feasting, attacking a crippled woman. With 
only one more hit the woman stops screaming, she is dead. 
The griffin sets about its meal. 


The Griffin’s Feast... 


The woman is dead before Jarma even has time to think. 
He has in his past seen sheep slaughtered, but never anything 
like this. In front of him lies a gory mess, the big griffin 
tearing into the torso of its catch, Jarma notices her arms were 
tied. 

Jarma is hiding amongst the ruins watching the terrible 
display with perverse fascination, and fear. Boulek taps him 
on the shoulder and points above. The sky above darkens, 
stars are blocked out as something big slowly descends above 
the griffin. Within in seconds the sky ship has been expertly 
maneuvered without a sound over the beast and nets are being 
flung to ensnare the creature. The griffin abandons its meal and 
tries to take to the air, an amber glowing light surrounds the 
creature and it staggers then stumbles, falling with a bone 
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breaking crash on some rocks. The griffin lies still, blood 
dripping from its great beak. Above voices can be heard, 
human and dwarven voices. The crew of the skyship are 
making for land, sliding down ropes and gathering about the 
beast with pole arms at hand. 


A Ship From the Skies... 


Within minutes the humans are surrounding the area and it 
is but a matter of time before Jarma, Boulek and the others are 
discovered. A sailor stumbles across them, calling to a 
superior. With his pole arm and the ruins to his advantage, he 
is blocking their only exit. A robed man levitates down from 
the sky ship and asks for explanation for his summoning. 

The robed man is a wizard, and with a flairful fluttering of 
his long purple velvet sleeves, he finally speaks directly to 
Jarma and friends. He tells them they are prisoners, and that 
there is no possible escape. They are now the property of the 
Denairastas family, rulers of lopos (Earthdawn page 327). He 
tells them to come out from their hiding spot and get ready to 
board the sky ship, their new but temporary home. 


Raiders Nearby... 


Jarma and his fellows hesitate, they did not leave home to 
enter slavery, but they seem to have little choice. As the 
wizard’s patience starts to fail, the griffin breaks free of its 
magical immobilisation, raking one of its tormentors with its 
bloodied claws. The dwarf lets out a blood curdling scream as 
he dies in a growing pool of his own fluids, within seconds he 
is still. 

The distraction is reinforced at the same moment by what 
can only be a magical assault on the skyship. Fireball after 
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fireball slam into the keel of the skyship. All eyes 
turn skyward, where not too far distant another 
skyship is maneuvering to attack the stationary ship 
from lopos. The wizard ignores Jarma and his friends, 
more important matters are at hand. Calling for his 
men to restrain the griffin and get it aboard he casts 
his own spells. The fires gripping the keel of his ship 
sputter and die out, fine flakes of ice crystal fall to 
ground below and again, after a quick casting the 
griffin is paralysed. 

The griffin is lifted to the deck of the ship with 
magic, the wizard is nowhere to be seen but can be 
heard about needing the griffin for its ‘potential’. 
Jarma and Boulek start to fade into the night, their 
companions quickly catching on and following. 

Meanwhile the other skyship has moved in closer 
and is again letting loose with a magical barrage. Two 
missiles slam into the hull, one goes straight through 
the vessel. The cracking of timber drowns out all 
sound briefly, then as Jarma and friends finally edge 
out of line-of-sight they round a corner to be 
confronted by trolls. 

The trolls hurry past them, too intent on their 
own business to notice the four silhouettes amongst 
the flashes of fire and the sounds of battle. It is soon 
apparent that the trolls are from the rival skyship, and 
they are hurrying to enact some mundane trickery on 
the Denairastas’ vessel. 

Boulek turns to Jarma and sighs. The others 
fidget, Jarma looks at them and says “You wanted 
adventure.” 

They can only look back at him silently. 

Meanwhile a human is helping the trolls light 
flaming arrows that they are peppering the underside 
of the wizard’s skyship with from beneath. By the 
time the wizard discovers the flames it is too late. 


Jarma’s Choice... 


Amidst the ruins Jarma looks skyward, he always had 
wanted to fly. Now maybe, if he could prove himself he would 
get his chance. Either that, slavery or death. Forgetting about 
his warm bed back in Tarson once and for all, he turned 
around... 


The Unfolding Legend Begins... 


From this starting point there are many possibilities. 
Jarma (or should you tum this into an introductory scenario, 
your players) could try and join the Crystal Raiders that are 
attacking the Wizard’s sky ship. Hoping of course to join the 
raider’s crew, this has its dangers of having to survive the 
immediate battle and befriend the raiders. It is also possible 
that the battle maybe lost, if he survives he is probably 
going to be looking at a new career in slavery under the 
ownership of the Denairastas family. 


Competition 


FASA’s new fantasy RPG was reviewed last issue and is 
available now. To help launch this great new game FASA has 
supplied us with three copies to give away for the readers who 
can answer this question; 


“What is the name, race and discipline of the 
character used as an example in the ‘Creating a 
Character’ section of the rule book?” 


Get your answers into us by the end of October and you may 
win one of three specially bound, numbered and signed 
collector’s editions of Earthdawn. 


LEGENDS 
OF BARSAIVE 


There is truth in the adage that all legend springs from fact. 
And finding the truth behind the legend is the true juice of life. 
—Monus Byre, leader of the Seekers of the Heart 


Legends unite the people of Barsaive with their past 
and point the way toward their future. Inspired by 
legends, the heroes of Barsaive fight to reclaim their 
world from the devastation of the Scourge and to free it 
from the remaining Horrors. These heroes, in turn, 
spawn the legends that will inspire Barsaive's future 
generations. 

As the people of Barsaive strive to rebuild their 
lives outside the kaers, the lessons of the past teach the 
people of the present how to guard against and even 
overcome the hardships and dangers of their task. 
Many Barsaivian legends speak of dangers that still 
threaten the living; by uncovering the facts behind 
those legends, adventurers can learn not only what 
happened as the Horrors grew to engulf the world, but 
also how to root out these abominations and rid 
Barsaive of their dreadful legacy. 


Using Legends 

The gamemaster can present the legend to the 
players characters in various ways. For example, they 
may hear the legend froma troubadour during a stay in 
a small town or find it in the journal of another 
adventuring group as they investigate an abandoned 
kaer or citadel. Use whatever means fits your style of 
play. Some of the legends work better as background 
than as a central element in a campaign and are so 
noted. 

The gamemaster decides the “truth” of each 
legend. Though the adventure ideas provided in the 
following pages assume that the legends are literally 
true, the gamemaster may decide otherwise. But even if 
he determines that some are complete fabrications or 
contain certain elements that are false, he can still use 
these legends to lead characters toward other 
adventures. 


The Earthdawn 


In the first days after the end of the dark times 
known as the Scourge, King Varulus of Throal decreed 
that the bravest and boldest among his people should 
go forth and explore the land of Barsaive. After 
centuries of living in underground kaers and sealed 
citadels, the people hungered for the sight of the sun 
and the scent of the wind and many answered his call. 
Of the hundreds who ventured out into the Horror- 
ravaged countryside, however, not a single soul 
returned, until the day the troll sky raider Vaare 
Longfang came back to tell His Majesty that the 
Horrors were retreating to the hellish place that had 
spawned them. Longfang's courage and strength so 
impressed Varulus that he immediately ordered a troll 
airship made ready for her and commanded the raider 


to explore the length and breadth of Barsaive, 
documenting the world the Horrors had left and 
spreading the joyful news of the Scourge's passing to 
those still in hiding. Throal's finest mages gave the ship 
strong magic for defense against the Horrors that 
remained, and Varulus provided a crew of heroes fit for 
a grand adventure. To represent his hopes for the 
expedition, the king christened the ship the Earthdawn. 

For a year and a day the Earthdawn sailed across 
Barsaive's skies, surveying the ravaged land and battling 
many perils. Though some Horrors lingered in places 
still thick with magic, Longfang and her crew found most 
of Barsaive free of the abominations. But these glad 
tidings fell on deaf ears, for though the Earthdawn 
landed at every kaer and citadel it encountered, all but 
two rejected their words. Fearful and unbelieving, the 
people refused to come out. 

When Longfang returned to Throal and told 
Varulus of the people's fears, he commanded her to set 
off once more, this time for the larger kingdoms of 
Barsaive. Varulus hopes that if Longfang could persuade 
the great kingdoms to open their doors, the example of 
the mighty would banish fear among all of Barsaive's 
people. And so the Earthdawn set sail once more, this 
time toward the human kingdom of Landis. The airship 
was never seen again. Though many believe Longfang 
and her valiant crew fell prey to the Horrors, the true 
fate of the Earthdawn remains a mystery to this day. 

Occasionally, travellers in remote areas report 
seeing the airship slowly sailing through the Barsaivian 
sky. According to another tale, the “ghost ship” still 
carries invaluable maps of Barsaive drawn by 
Longfang’s own hand. 


Adventure Ideas 

The abandoned Earthdawn may indeed still drift 
through the skies of Barsaive, appearing every so often 
near the Throal Mountains or the area once known as 
the kingdom of Landis. Her original crew, however, is 
likely long dead or perhaps trapped in another plane of 
existence. 

Some unknown force, Horrors, questors of a Mad 
Passion, or even Theran spies may be guiding the 
Earthdawn now. And if Longfang’s maps truly exist, such 
artifacts would be invaluable. Of course, any attempt to 
recover such artifacts would undoubtedly attract the 
attentions of any number of gamemaster 
characters—Therans, Horrors, elves, and the like. 


The Invae Burnings 

Chorrolis is the Passion of wealth and trade, much 
venerated along the great trading routes and wealthy 
cities of the kingdoms of Landis and Cara Fahd. Long 


Realms - 10 


ago, when the Scourge was but a dark rumor, one cult of 
his followers worshipped Chorrolis with greater fervor 
than any other in those lands. As they grew in number, 
their rivals in trade began to disappear. The dead bodies 
of some were found, others never appeared again. When 
the leaders of Landis and Cara Fahd at last began 
searching for the killers, they discovered the cult of 
Chorrolis had come under the sway of an evil, loathsome 
insect race called the Invae. 

The Invae knew no mercy toward the people of 
Barsaive; they took captives and used them in bizarre, 
arcane rituals that transformed their captives into insects 
or summoned more of their cursed race from the black 
depths of astral space. No one knew how long the Invae 
had worked their evil will in Barsaive, nor how far their 
presence had spread. Panic swept through Landis at the 
news of the Invae and soon spilled over to other 
kingdoms. Soldiers and terrified citizens swept through 
the temples of Chorrolis, slaying all within and burning 
the buildings. Unable to tell friend from foe in their 
frenzy, the people also razed temples of Astendar and 
Floranuus and killed many of their innocent worshippers. 
These first attacks killed hundreds of Invae; the rest 
fought fiercely to protect their brood, and the streets ran 
red with blood. The terrible battles of sword and magic 
destroyed the once-proud city of Emmerlich and left the 
very earth on which it stood lifeless. 

The burning of the Invae continued across Barsaive 
long after the creatures had died or gone into hiding, 
and thousands of innocents lost their lives. In memory of 
their dead, followers of Chorrolis hold a bitter feast once 
a year. As for the Invae—some believe the loathsome 
creatures survived the burnings and the Scourge, and 
even now work their evil among the races of Barsaive 
through corrupted followers of Chorrolis. 


VVV VV VV VV 


Adventure Ideas 

Though few in number, the Invae still exist. Most 
live in hivelike societies located near Barsaive's large 
population centres, including the cities of Travar, 
Urupa, and possibly even the kingdom of Throal. 
Though many regard them as another form of Horror, 
the Invae act quite differently. Rather than feeding off 
the pain of their victims, the Invae subject their victims 
to loathsome rituals that induce metamorphosis, 
transforming the victim into a Namegiver/Invae hybrid. 
These creatures, in turn, breed new Invae to increase 
the size and power of the hive. Once the hive reaches a 
certain strength, it then may summon an Invae queen 
from astral space. 

Game statistics for the Invae appear below. Though 
a myriad of Invae varieties exist, these statistics apply to 
all types. 


Invae 

DEX: 7 STR: 9 TOU: 19 

PER: 6 WIL: 8 CHA: 9 

Initiative: 8 Physical Defense: 8 

Number of Attacks: 2. Spell Defense: 9 

Attack: 9 Social Defense: 9 
Damage: 11 Armour: 5 


Number of Spells: NA 
Spellcasting: 8 
Effect: 11 


Death Rating: 60 Combat Movement: 150 
Wound Threshold: 15 Full Movement: 300 
Unconsciousness Threshold: Immune 


Mystic Armour: 5 
Knockdown: 11 
Recovery Tests: 4 


Karma Points: 10 Karma Steps: 8 
Legend Points: 160 
Equipment: None 


Loot None 


Commentary 

The Invae are human-sized creatures that most 
often resemble wasps or ants, though they have also 
been known to appear in termite or mantis forms. 
Hybrid forms combining these insect features and 
characteristics of the Name-giver races are also fairly 
common. Most people believe that other forms of Invae 
exist, as yet unseen in Barsaive. 

All Invae attack by striking their victims with 
chitinous claws, then rending the victim’s flesh with 
both claws and mandibles. In addition to normal 
damage, a biting attack exposes the victim to a 
paralysing venom. When an Invae bites an opponent, 
make a Spellcasting Test, using the Invae’s Spellcasting 
rating, against the victim's Spell Defense. If the test is 
successful, the victim must make a Poison Resistance 
Test against the Spell Defense of the poison (see Poison 
Resistance Tests, p. 208, ED). If the resistance test is 
unsuccessful, the character gradually suffers the effect 
of the venom. Unlike many paralytic poisons, Invae 
venom reduces the victim's Dexterity until he or she 
can no longer move, making him‘an easy meal for the 
creature. Make an Effect Test, using the Invae’s Effect 
rating, against the victim's Spell Defense; if Invae 
prevails, the victim's Dexterity step decreases by 1 per 
round until it reaches zero, at which point the victim is 
completely paralysed. 


This article on Earthdawn Legends is an excerpt from 
the upcoming Barsaive Campaign boxed set written by 
Greg Gordon and Lou Prosperi. Due to be released in 
December. 
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ADVENTURE 


HOOKS 


THE ELF, THE TSKRANG, THE 
OBSIDIMAN AND THE DWARF 


Earthdawn Adventure Hooks inspired by this issue’s cover art. 
by Colin Taber and Adam Whitt 


MIDLAND TRADING POST 


Ata point roughly halfway between Haven and Blood Wood, 
nine days’ ride from each, the adventurers come upon the Midland 
Trading Post. - “Mists of Betrayal” 


Situated on a crossroads with routes leading east to Parlainth, 
west to Blood Wood, south to Barsaive’s towns and north to the 
wilds, obsidiman Gurt’s Midland Trading Post is an oasis in the 
wilderness for travellers. Here, mingling with beings of all 
Barsaive’s Name-giving races, adventurers can replenish supplies, 
have their horses reshod, wash the trail dust from their throats and 
fill their bellies with sound victuals. Here they may also encounter 
some of the ‘residents’ and learn of the adventure opportunities that 
lurk in the background of the Midland Trading Post. 


FARLEN AND KAR’KIREN 


Farlen, an elven warrior and Kar’kiren a T’skrang swordmaster 
both have plenty of reason to intercept travellers arriving at the 
Midland Trading Post. With the urgency of their work gathering, 
and omens bad and indifferent haunting these two solitary figures 
any interaction between them and your players could be something 
that suffers hints of their growing paranoia, or worryingly draw of 
their deepening fear. Perhaps unwitting travellers could get caught 
up in these events, and whisked away in an unexpected direction. 

Both Farlen and Kar’kiren are hunting fellows of their own 
race who have brought shame upon all of their brethren. This has 
made the two comrades of a sort, which is why they can often be 
found together when not pursuing their distant, and more lonely 
scouting patrols. 

Both are, to use the term loosely ‘based’ in the Midland 
Trading Post. They share a small shack that Kar’kiren acquired in a 
gambling game some years back. In most cases when players visit 
the Trading Post only one or other of the two will be there, they 
meet but once a fortnight at most, for perhaps a day or two. The 
shack is a rickety wooden board affair that keeps little out but the 
fresh air. Found on the very edge of the trading post it is left alone 
by the locals, and watched over by those who have taken a personal 
or other interest in Farlen and Kar’kiren’s affairs. 


FARLEN THE ELF 


Nine days to the west of the Midland Trading Post is Blood 
Wood. Much has been said of the blood elves and their Queen 
wanting to reopen the wood to the world of late, but little as yet has 
been done to advance such goals. It seems to be just more talk. 


“More lies from that thorny queen bitch, the horror that she is...” 


Farlen is the 
sole descendant of 
a small elven 
community that 
returnedto Blood 
Wood after spend- 
ing the Scourge 
sealed in the 
dwarven city of 
Throal. Although 
many of her 
fellows > 
survived the ; 
Scourge, they did E 
not last the 
return to 
Blood Wood, 
attacked by 
the remaining 
Horrors on the 
road back to the 
Wood, the last of & 
them were killed at 
the edge of the twisted and cursed forest. All but Farlen were slain. 

Farlen will not speak of these terrible times, her memories are 
clouded and perhaps as much dream as reality... and nightmare. She 
haunts the western road up to three days out of the Midland Trading 
Post, harassing, attacking and hounding any blood elf travelling 
groups that are small enough for her to deal with. She has also 
scouted the road for good sites for ambushes, and has laid many 
plain (but dangerous) booby traps. She is a young elf, of only fifty 
four years, but very skilled and wise. 

To say that she has but a single purpose, and is obsessed with 
her ‘mission’ is no distortion. She will quiz travellers on who they 
have seen on the roads of late, becoming only forceful or dangerous 
when Blood Wood is involved. She is also very knowledgeable 
about the area and will gladly share that knowledge if treated well. 


KAR’KIREN THE T’SKRANG 


To the south rumour tells of T’skrang slavers, of organised 
gangs more cruel and merciless than the dreaded Theran slavers who 
hunt across Barsaive. Such pirate federations have worked the area 
for long enough for word to have spread. Kar’kiren is here to deal 
them an answer. The mere mention of the names ‘Slaver’ and 
‘T’skrang’ in the same sentence is enough to make his blood boil. 
He has personally attacked whole bands of slavers, killing them 
outright and setting their prisoners free. For such duties he has 
made many friends and won much respect, several residents of the 
Midland Trading Post owe their freedom, and their lives to him. 
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Kar’kiren doesn’t speak of his past, but common rumour holds 
that he was a slave to the Therans, caught by his own kind and sold 
to them at Skypoint in the distant past. The Swordmaster is a very 
talented man, and such tales of previous capture would seem 
implausible if it were not for his burning hatred of slavers, and his 
single mindedness in destroying their hunting parties. 

Kar’kiren spends much time watching the road and lands south 
of the Midland trading post, rumour says that he is watching for the 
slaver who so many years ago claimed him for the Therans. 

Such revenge, when it comes will be a very terrible thing. 


“Were we born boxed in chains, stooped to others? No, no we were 
not my friends...” 


Kar’kiren will befriend any travellers who are not slavers or 
their associates. He is more than capable of looking after himself 
and exudes a kind of confidence that is his best defence. While 
rarely asking directly about slavers he will often steer the 
conversation and seek for his company to unwittingly divulge any 
information they have. 


GURT THE OBSIDIMAN 


“Buying and selling secrets, now that’s the real commerce 
here.What stories have you got to trade, stranger?” 


Gurt bought the Midland Trading Post from its disillusioned 
founder, Keris Briarthorne, and has made a moderate success of the 
establishment. Gurt, a warrior, is a shrewd businessman who drives 
a hard bargain; few can read his granite features, but he is generally 
fair in his trading with all Name-givers. He has few dealings with 
the elves of Blood Wood but is in regular contact with Torgak of 
Haven (Parlainth) and they often exchange letters of credit. Many 
of the trade goods that come up from the south are bought by Gurt 
then onsold to Torgak’s Supplies and Goods. 

Gurt always has his ears and eyes open to the news and rumours 
that travel up and down the roads that meet at The Midland Trading 
Post. He is a gold mine of information for adventurers able to 
persuade him to part with these valuable snippets. He, like all 
obsidimen, yearns to understand the world and all its doings. The 
best way to get him to part with information is by trading 
information with him. But any false rumours and lies will be readily 
detected by this wily operator. 

Gurt is a relatively honest trader, but realises that due to the 
isolation of the Midland Trading Post and the meagre traffic it 
brings he cannot afford to be too choosy about his business 
dealings. Nor does he feel so superior as to be any man’s judge. If a 
traveller has goods for sale and cannot produce proper bona fide’s 
as to their ownership and origin, well, so be it... such skullduggery 
should not be allowed to interfere with profit. Adventurers with hot 
goods might find this a good place to offload them. 

Along these solid business lines, Gurt is peripherally 
involved with the band of Ork Scorchers who operate in the region, 
often giving them refuge when they ride in to his trading post. He 
is quite amused by their energetic antics in lessening the load of 
passing caravans and travellers, and as long as they do not murder 
folk for no good reason, nor break the furniture when they brawl in 
his inn, Gurt tolerates, perhaps even enjoys their presence. 

Gurt is currently gathering intelligence of the rumoured 
dragon’s hoard that lies somewhere to the south. Although vastly 
skeptical of their authenticity, he is willing to pay well (with 
information, not gold) for news of the Great Dragon. He has been 
toying with the idea of mounting an expedition to find and recover 
the riches that such a dragon, if it be real, would have in its store. 
The greatest bait on this hook is that a dragon is sure to have a 
long and colourful history and much knowledge to pass on. 


EARTHDAWN ™ 
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OTELLA THE DWARF 


To the north of the Midland Trading Post is a wild and lonely 
place. Rumours of a ‘ghost village’ that comes and goes in wafts of 
mist are generally discounted as balderdash by the people 
hereabouts. One person who is not so sure is Otella. Otella is a 
belligerent, elementalist dwarf from Throal who has travelled far 
and wide in his quest for the perfect seed stock for his father’s apple 
orchards. On one of his recent sojourns in the north, Otella was 
troubled with strange dreams of a beautiful orchard in a mist 
shrouded valley beside a homely looking village. In his dream he 
entered the valley and came upon these trees bearing ripe, golden 
fruit. He plucked an apple and tasted of the fruit - its flesh was juicy 
sweet, the most delicious apple he had ever tasted. He awoke with 
the taste lingering on his tongue. 

Otella is looked on as an eccentric by the regular customers of 
the Midland Trading Inn. He carries with him always a leather 
satchel stocked with small pouches filled with apple seeds - each 
marked with the name of a different strain from every corner of 
Barsaive. He also carries with him a dark secret of a shameful past 
which has driven him to a life of loneliness and desperation. 
Originally from Throal, Otella left there in disgrace after an 
unfortunate accident at the family cider brewery. He and his 
younger sister were playing hide and seek inside the brewery when 
he playfully shoved her into a vast stone vat of freshly pressed 
apple juice. Sadly, Arellan knocked her head on the side of the vat 
and was drowned before he could summon help to fish her out. 

Otella fled his father’s wrath and has since roamed Barsaive in 
search of the perfect cider-brewing apple in the forlorn hope that 
this will atone for the tragedy he brought on his family. 

Unknown to him or anyone that has encountered him, Otella is 
horror marked. The weird dreams he has are partly inspired by his 
guilt and partly by the horrors that sometimes choose to haunt 
him. He is an ideallist embittered by his past folly. 

Otella can often be found in the Midland Trading Post inn 
washing away his guilt with cider and when drunk will argue the 
truth of his visions with all and sundry. Characters convinced of 
the veracity of his stories might be persuaded to mount an 
expedition to go in search of Otella’s Golden Apples - the way he 
tells it they are literally made of gold. 


“Those apples were real gold, I tell you, worth a fortune they are, 
my friend.” 


